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to which way he should act. It was the fear of
his life that he should act the wrong way and look
a fool. Happily in this present case his duty and
his pleasure were clear.

He went off to the stables.

Reuben looked at her admiringly. This was
how he liked to see her.

* Judith,  you  should  be  the   Captain  of a
pirate.'

She laughed. ' Perhaps they will not come
after all, Reuben/

' Oh yes/ he said.    ' They will come.1

* Let us go out and listen/

They went into the garden and then on to the
road. Then up on the moor. It was a fine
night now, with a thin moon and quivering sheets
of dim smoky stars. On the ridge of the moor
the frosty air stung. Hills and valleys lay,
under the deep shadows of the moon, in up-and-
down disorder like a quilt shaped by the limbs
of a recumbent giant. They listened, but there
was only the thin whistle of the wind, smell of
earth and sheep and rabbits, and the peaceful
sleeping land.

*  Maybe they will not come/

* Oh, they will come*    Not a doubt of it.
Holroyd shouted filth at me; I had lost all touch
with him.    Do you remember one night when I
came to Watendlath and Georges asked me about
God?    I was in touch then.    It was as though I
had Him under my cloak; but the world tempted
me again, and I lost Him.    First, when I was a
boy, it was my fear of being a fool; then it was